SATIRE V. ON WOMEN
0 fairest of creation/ last and best!
Of all God's works! creature in whom excelled,
Whatever can to sight, or thought, be formed.
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or sweet!
How art thou lost! . . .
MILTON. l
Nor reigns Ambition in bold man alone;
Soft female hearts the rude Invader own.
But there indeed, it deals in nicer things
Than routing armies, and dethroning kings.
Attend, and you discern it in the Fair                       5
Conduct & finger, or reclaim a hair;
Or rowl the lucid orbit of an eye\
Or, in full joy, elaborate a sigh.
The sex we honour, tho5 their faults we blame;
Nay thank their faults for such a, fruitful theme:        10
A theme, jfeir-----!2 doubly kind to me,
Since satyrizing those is praising thee:
Who wouldst not bear, too modestly refin'd,
A panegyric of a grosser kind.
Britannia's daughters, much more fair than nice,        15
Too fond of Admiration, lose their price;
Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight
To throngs, and tarnish to the sated sight.
As unreserv'd, and beauteous, as the Sun,
Through every Sign of Vanity they run;                   20
Assemblys, parks> coarse feasts in the city-halls^
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